OLD   AGE

Swords may not fight with fate j
Earth still holds ope her gate.
Come, come, the bells do cry ;
I am sick, I must die.

Lord, have mercy on us!

Wit with his wantonness
Tasteth death's bitterness ;
Hell's executioner
Hath no ears for to hear
What vain art can reply ;
I am sick, I must die.

Lord, have mercy on us !

Haste therefore each degree
To welcome destiny :
Heaven is our heritage,
Earth but a player's stage.
Mount we unto the sky ;
I am sick, I must die*

Lord, have mercy on us !

THOMAS NASHE.

Slow, slow, fresh fount, keep time with my salt tears
List to the heavy part the music bears,
Woe weeps out her division when she sings.
Droop herbs and flowers,
Fall grief in showers,
Our beauties are not ours ;

O, I could still
Like melting snow upon some craggy hill,

Drop, drop, drop, drop,
Since nature's pride is now a withered daffodil,
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